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see daubs and nudities. You shall be my
guide. Do you remember the time when I
was yours ? Good-by, dear friend.

CCCXVIII.

PARIS, Saturdayr June 12, 1869.
DEAR friend, I am afflicted by the pro-
found stupidity evident in public affairs.
This people, which believes itself to be the
wittiest on earth, expresses its desire to
enjoy a republican form of government by
demolishing the stands where poor people
sell newspapers. The danger is that there
is a sort of emulation for stupidity, as for
everything else.

I spend my time deciphering letters of
the Duke of Alba and of Philip II., which
the Empress gave to me. They wrote like
cats. I am beginning to read Philip II. easily,
but his captain-general still embarrasses me.
I have just read one of his letters to his au-
gust master, written a few days after the
death of Egmont, in which he pities the fate
of the countess who has not one loaf of
bread after having had a dowry of ten thou-iend, I
